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But hear you, sirs ; when hither you brought these,
Burned not your hearts within you by the way
Thinking how she that should subscribe was bom
King James's daughter? that this shameful hand,
Fit to sustain nor sword nor staff o' the realm,
Hath the blood in it of those years of kings
That tamed the neck and drove with spurs the sides
Of this beast people that now casts off me ?
Ay, this that is to sign, no hand but this
Throbs with their sole inheritance of life
Who held with bit and bridle this bound land
And made it pace beneath them.    What are ye
That I should tell you so, whose fathers fought
Beneath my fathers?    Where my grandsire fell
And all this land about him, were there none
That bore on Flodden, sirs, such names as yours,
And shamed them not ?    Heard no men past of lords
That for the king's crown gave their crown of life
For death to harry?    Did these grieve or grudge
To be built up into that bloody wall
That could not fence the king ?   Were no dead found
Of that huge cirque wherein my grandsire lay
But of poor men and commons ?   Yea, my lords,
I think the sires that bred you had not heart
As men have writ of them, but sent to fight
For them their vassals visored with their crests,
And these did well, and died, and left your sires
That hid their heads for ever and lived long
The name and false name of their deeds and death.
How should their sons else, how should ye, being born,
If born ye be, not bastards, of those lords